smiling at the audience, my feet scarcely touching the ground
- that I was not what is styled adult; I was not, he frankly
admitted, a grown-up person. But I was adult in a knowledge
of the Lord; I possessed an insight into the plan of salvation
which many a hoary head might envy for its fullness, its clear-
ness, its conformity with Scripture doctrine. This was a palpable
hit at more than one stumbler and fumbler after the truth, and
several hoary heads were bowed.

My Father then v/ent on to explain very fully the position
which I have already attempted to define. He admitted the
absence in my case of a sudden, apparent act of conversion
resulting upon conviction of sin. But he stated the grounds of
his belief that 1 had, in still earlier infancy, been converted, and
he declared that if so, I ought no longer to be excluded from
the privileges of communion. He said, moreover, that he was
willing on this occasion to waive his own privilege as a minister,
and that he would rather call on Brother Fawkes and Brother
Bere, the leading elders, to examine the candidate in his stead.
This was a master-stroke, for Brothers Fawkes and Bere had
been suspected of leading the disaffection, and this threw all
the burden of responsibility on them. The meeting broke up in
great amiability, and my Father and I went home together in
the very highest of spirits. I, indeed, in my pride, crossed the
verge of indiscretion by saying: 'When I have been admitted to
fellowship, Papa, shall I be allowed to call you "beloved
Brother"?* My Father was too well pleased with the morning's
work to be critical. He laughed, and answered: 'That, my
Love, though strictly correct, would hardly, I fear, be thought
judicious!'

It was suggested that my tenth birthday, which followed
this public announcement by a few days, would be a capital
occasion for me to go through the ordeal. Accordingly, after
dark (for our new lamp was lighted for the first time in honour
of the event), I withdrew alone into our drawing-room, which
had just, at length, been furnished, and which looked, I
thought, very smart. Hither came to me, first Brother Fawkes,
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